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Author's Notes: 
| am really depressed and feeling sorry for myself so | want to make you all miserable, too. 


However, | am getting less feedback. Are my stories bad now? I'm worried. 


however the depression is bad.even the typos | made writing this story made me angry and am making cry. 


wtf is wrong with me 


It came without warning. 
None of the guys could explain it, nor figure out how it happened. 
Eric Carr had cancer. 


Not bad at first, just a small tumor on his heart. 


The tumor was easily removed through surgery, and the Fox was good as new. 
But then he wasn't. 


The cancer returned, although now it was everywhere, and the doctors tried to fight it through intensive 


chemo, but it wasn't enough. 


Eric's will to live was very strong, and he was stubborn as hell, so how the cancer took over so fast and so 


hard was a mystery. 

But either way, it did. 

All the guys visited him as often as possible, and they called him regularly. 

Paul especially kept in touch with Eric, and told him over and over that he could win this. 
Eric was just as sure at first.but as he got sicker, he knew he couldn't fight the inevitable. 


He was going to die. 


Maybe tomorrow. 


Maybe next week. 


Maybe next year. 


But he was going to die. 

And only God's miracles could stop it. 

Apparently, God's miracles weren't meant to be this time. 

First he went into a deep, painless coma. 

And a month or so later.. 

Paul had been expecting the call any time, but when he got it he wished it had been later, not so soon 


But when the doctor's voice sounded on the other end, Paul knew. 


"Mr. Stanley? This is doctor ----- over at the hospital. We just wanted to call to let you know that Eric Carr 


has passed. " 

Paul's throat went dry and his chest began to hurt. 

"When did it.happen?" he managed calmly, refusing to believe the news. 

"At 315 this morning. | am very sorry about that. We did all we could. " 

Paul swallowed, finding it difficult to breath. 

"I know..thank you." He hung up, dialing Gene's number with trembling fingers. 

He broke the news to his best friend, not knowing how pained it made the other man. 
For Gene it was worse, as he had considered Eric a young brother, or even a son 


Glass shattered. Walls dented. Knuckles were cracked. The rage drove the pain away, until the house was in 


shambles. 

And after there was nothing else to destroy the realization sunk in 

A week later they all gathered at Eric's open casket funeral. 

The words of the priest and the family went unheard by Paul. 

He was staring at his lifeless friend, whom last year had had the energy of a toddler. 

The wig they had put on Eric was obviously fake, and it made Paul cringe. 

Was he imagining it, or could he see Eric twitch when Carrie took his drumsticks from his cold, stiff hands? 
He walked over and looked at his friend, tears threatening to break loose. 

After the funeral, the group of people followed as the casket was taken to the mausoleum. 


~* Weeks later, Paul was standing beside Eric's name plate, a bunch of burnt orange colored flowers in his 


hand. 
After all, that had been Eric's favorite color. 


Memories flooded Paul's mind, and his heart ached. 


He stooped to set the flowers down, and then the moment he stood, another painful attack hit. 

He fell to his knees, the sadness overwhelming him. 

He leaned his head against the cool marbled wall, warm tears slipping from his closed eyes. 

He felt a warmth surround him, and in his mind's eye, he saw Eric standing beside him, a hand on his shoulder. 
‘Ill be okay," Eric's voice whispered in the breeze, and then the vision was gone. 

Paul stood up, placing his hand on the nameplate. 


"Goodbye, Eric." 


